FEET OF CLAY

wood while hounds checked.   Gabriel had said, almost as if it
a joke,, though his voice had trembled a little: "When are we going
get married, Jacqueline?"

"In six weeks if you like, Gabriel; it'll be the end of the hunting
season."

And Jacqueline had felt that she was going to fall off her horse.

The wax overflowed the socket and slid down the long silver candle-
stick like a little river of pearls.

Jacqueline tried to remember what her engagement to Francois had
been like,, and discovered with a sort of sad surprise that her memories
of it were no longer immediate or precise. She had to search the past
to find the bones of her first love. Time, the universal master, had
devoured even that. Jacqueline considered doing daily exercises of
memory so as to preserve her moments of happiness from those inexor-
able jaws.

"You see, Frangois, you see/* she murmured to herself, "in reality I
love him perhaps as much as I loved you, perhaps even more, since I
love him without being happy... And perhaps you'll bear me a
grudge for it, and he can't understand. Why can't he understand?
What can-1 do? We are all of us sick ..."

There was the sound of a car, which grew louder in the night; tyres
crunching on the gravel... Jacqueline held her breath to make sure
that these were no fantasies born of waiting, but real sounds. Tears
came to her eyes: Gabriel had come home. Her anxiety dissolved,
leaving her in physical pain, as if broken on the wheel. No long hunt
on horseback required as much strength as a night like this. Gabriel had
come home; but what condition was he in?

What did it matter now? For in spite of everything she had no other
desire, no other need, to calm her pain than to hold his head to her
breast, even if he were drunk.

Gabriel got out of the car, took a heavy, hairy object from the rear-
view mirror and put it in his coat-pocket, banged,the door, and forgot
to turn off the headlights.

Then, with violent but uncertain gait, he went towards the door of
the chateau in the old fagade.

He did not see Laverdure^ who was coming from the kennels with
a hound on a leash.

The winter night was still dark; it would begin to grow a little lighter
in half an hour's time, but it was time for Laverdure to be at work.

The second huntsman, who was to do the further woods that morn-
ing5 had already set out some time ago.

Everyone was asleep in the chateau and the outbuildings. Only the
grumbling of the hounds could be heard; they had been awakened by
the taking of the tufters.
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